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as if repeating the words of the book to himself, while
his friend sat all bent over, his elbows on his knees, his
cheeks in his palms, a thoughtful smile on his lips. One
of the chaps who had come with Pavel had curly red
hair and merry green eyes. He kept twisting about rest-
lessly, as though he wanted to say something, The other
chap, blond and close-cropped, kept running his hand
over his head and staring at the floor; the mother could
hardly see his face. The room was strangely cosy. It had
an unfamiliar air, and as Natasha read on, she recalled
the noisy parties of her own youth, the coarse language
and cynical jokes of the boys, whose breath always reeked
of vodka. And as she recalled them, her heart contracted
with self-pity.

She remembered how she had become engaged to her
husband. At one of those parties he had caught her in a
dark passage and pressed her against the wall,

"Going to marry me?" he had asked her gruffly. She
had been hurt and offended, but he kept on painfully
clutching at her breasts and pouring his hot, moist breath
into her face* She pulled away, trying to free herself
from his grasp.

"Hold on!" he snarled* "Give i#e an answer, d'you
hear?"

Breathless with shame and insult, she could not reply*

Then someone had opened the door and he slowly
loosened his grip.

"On Sunday 111 send the matchmaker round/' he said.

And he did*

The mother closed her eyes and gave a deep sigh-----

"I want to know how people ought to live, not how
they used to live," came the protesting voice of Ve$ov~
shchikov,

"That's right/' said the redhead, getting up.

"Ohnor'criedFeodor.

Words leaped up like flames as they argued. The moth-
er did not understand what they were shouting about,
All the faces were flushed with excitement, but no one